ANIMALS 




FUNNY ANIMALS 




FUNNY ANIMALS 



WlLLlP WANTS TO GET wig 
PRESENT OUT OF THE MA2E' 
CAN VOU HELP him? WITH- 
OUT CROSSING any LINES? 
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MOWDER-OWTO-ER 

WiLU PUS WALLIPUS, JR. 



HELLO, GIRLS AND 
BOYS! If you cannot 
read this story yourself, why 
not ask mother or daddy to 
read it to you? That sounds 
rather funny though, doesn't 
it? For if you cannot read, how 
would you know what I've just 
said. You know. I'm glad you 
have your copy of Funny Ani- 
mals magazine, for I'm sure 
you will enjoy it and besides it 
gives me a chance to write you a 
*tory. letter every once in a 
while. 

Well, I suppose you want to 
hear about the things that hap- 
pened to Willipus Wallipus, 
Jr., so here goes! 

Did you ever hear of a Hold- 
er-onto-er? That's rather a big 
word but if you say it slowly it's 
not so hard' to say and in case 
you don't know just what il 
means, I'll tell you. 

A Holder-onto-er is the kind 
of person who holds on to 
everything he or she has even 
though he has no special use 
for it. Now, of course, that is 
not a very nice kind of person 
to be, especially when someone 
else might have great need of 
the very things the Holder- 
onto-ers hold on to. 

Well, believe it or not. Willi- 
pus Wallipus. Jr. was a Holder- 
onto-er— that is he was up to 
about a week ago. 

Willipus Wallipus, jr. is 
nearly nine years old now and 
if you had the last issue of Fun- 
ny Animals and read the story 
of Junior Patriot, you no doubt 
remember him. 

But anyway, about two week* 



ago, Mr. Wallipus was talking 
to Willipus about ihe recent 
scrap drive and he said: 

"By the way, son, when we 
were going through the attic 
and the cellar to collect all the 
scrap, I suppose you ran across 
a lot of your old toys and things 
that you don't use any more, 
didn't you?" 

"Oh yes. Daddy." said Willi- 
pus, "and I have put them all 
neatly away so they won't gel 
lost." 

"Well." said Mr. Wallipus, 
"that is very commendable." 
'{You see he used pretty big 
words some times.) 

"Commendable." said Willi- 
pus. "What does that mean? Is 
it good or bad?" 

"Il means very good," he re- 
plied. "If all boys and girls 
would take care of their toys 
and clothes it would save a lot 
of money." 

"By the way, Willipus." he 
added. "I was jusl thinking 
about those old toys of yours. 
You know Christmas is not far 
off now and there are many 
boys and girls who would be 
made very happy if ihey could 
gel a toy for a present." 

"Gee," said Willipus, "I 
know what I want— an electric 
train and ice skates and an air 
gun and a model airplane kit 
and a—" 

"Here, wait a minute," Mr. 
Wallipus broke in. "You want a 
lot of things but what about 
sending some of your old toys 
to the police department or 
some other place where they 
recondition toys' and give them 



to poor children? You really 
don't use them you know — 
they're just stored away." 

"What! My toys—" ex- 
claimed Willipus. "Give my 
toys away! No — no, ihey be- 
long to me, they're mine! I 
W'on't give any of them away. 
I want them. I want to hold on 
lo ihem for always." 

Well. Mr. Wallipus looked 
very surprised and grieved at 



this 



He 



known that Willipus Wallipus, 
Jr. was so greedy but, here he 
was, almost on the verge of 
tears at the very thought of 
parting with some old toys that 
he seldom, if ever, used, even 
though they would bring great 
happiness to some less fortun- 
ate boys or girls. 

Mr. Wallipus did not say 
anything for almost a minute 
and that is a long time in a case 
like this. He just looked at Wil- 
lipus as if he pitied him and 
finally said: 

"I am very, very sad, son, to 
learn that we have a Holder- 
onto-er in this house." 

••What's j Holder-onto-er?" 
Willipus asked. 

"A Holder-onto-er," he said, 
"is the kind of person who holds 
on to everything he has even 
though he has no special use 
for il." 

"But I have use for them," 
said ' Willipus. "Besides they're 
mine and I Want to keep them. 
The poor children can get toyi 
some place else. They don't 
have to take my toys!" 

"That's jusl the trouble, Wil- 
lipus," said his daddy. "You 
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knot, thai ihr world is at war 
and [hat there will be qui If a 
shorter of iuy> this vear. bui 
jfe rrWsl all do the best we ran 
to share what we have. It's the 
sanu t»aj with sugar and ga*o- 
line and many other things lhal 

air rationed, fhey may even 

"Kalion toys!" said Willipus. 
"Then whal jboul my new elec- 
irk train and ait gun and — " 

replied his father, interrupting 
him. "Il all depends. No* you'd 
brtler get 10 bed and think il 
over Good night." 

"Good night, Daddv." said 
Willipus, 'Bui I bei 111 hold on 
to everything I have," and he 

WtIL what do you think of 
that? This Holder-onto-er busi- 
ness is a lunny business, isn't il? 
It's hjrd lo believe thai anyone 
Could be so selfish. 

M'lLLIPUS WAS preiiy 
" lired ,o he went righl to 
deep alter he had said his* 
pravrrs. Il seemed to him he 
hjd |Ust about gone lo sleep 
When he was awake again and 
fell very strange indeed There 

he had to do He looked ou. ihr 
window and the sun was shin- 
ing. 

"My." he thought, "the night 
passed quickly, I was surr 1 had 
just gone to bed." 

Then suddenly he remem- 
bered what he had 10 do. He 
must hurry to the Toy Ration 
Board and get his toy ration 
Card. 

"I'll hurry." he thought, as 
he washed his face and hands, 



brushed his teeth, combed his 
hair and got dressed. "I'll get 
there before the others so I can 
gel more toys." 

Willipus knew where the 
Kaiion Board was located. He 
had been there with his daddy 
to see about gasoline, so he hur- 
ried into the big room which 
was uuite crowded. T here was 
the sugar ration window and 
the rubber and gas windows. 
Willipus wondered al the signs: 



"BASIC A' CARDS 
ISSUED HERE" 



"BASIC B' CARDS 
ISSUED HERE" 



THIS WINDOW FOR 
"C" CARDS 



But soon he spied ihc Toy 
Ration section and hurried over 
to it and found a few of his 
friends already tilling out their 
application. 

They were sealed al tables 
with a man opposite, writing 
down their answers. 

"All right. Willipus." said 
policeman McGillicuddy who 
was hrlping keep everyone in 
order. "Step right over lo this 
table, you'll be next." 

Well, sitting righl nrxl lo 
him was Suzan Beduzen who 
was already answering her ques- 
tions and Willipus could over- 
hear everything. 



"Now, Su/au," said ihe man, 
"just how many loys do you 
really need for Christmas?" 

"Well," said Suzan. "I need 
a doll, and carriage and some 
books and games." 

"Haven't you a doll and car- 
riage?" he asked. 

"No sir, not now," Suzan re- 
plied. "You see the dolly was 
kind of broken and so was the 
carriage, so I gave them with 
several other old toys of mine 
lo the toy repair depot so ihey 
could be fixed Up for some poor 
children for Christmas." 

^'That's fine," he said. "Now 
how about these games and 

"Well, you see," replied 
Suzan, "1 can share them wilh 
others and that will make more 
fun for all of us." 

"All righl." he said. "I think 
your request is a worthy one. I 
will give you a 'C ration. Take 
this form over to the window 
and get your card." 

"'Oh gee! Thank you," said 
Suzan. "I'm f.l.id to share niy 
toys with others." 

Then turning to Willipus, 
ihe man said: 

"All right, my boy. You're 
next. Your name?" 

"I'm Willipus Wallipus, Jr. 
You know nit," answered Wil. 
lipu*. 

"Oh yes. Willipus Wallipu,, 
Jr. Where do you live?" 

"The same place. 1125 Main 
Street." 

"All righl," said ihe man. 
"Now what 'do you really need 
for toys?" 

"Oh," said Willipus. "an 
electric train, an air gun. a 
model airplane kit, ice skates 

lerrupted. "Thai is uuiic a list. 
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Have you any toys at home?" 

"Oh yes," said Willipus, "I 
have quite a lot but you s.e 
most of them need fixin ; cr 
something so I'm saving (beta." 

"Have you given any toys 
VSit that to the toy r.pair depot 
so they can be li.:ed up for poor 
children?" questioned the man. 

"No," said Willipus, "they 
Ctt my toys and I'm going to 
hold on to them. If toys get 
scarce, I'll have plenty stored 

"I see," said the man, "and 
all the new toys you say you 
need are for yourself too. You 
could not very well share skates, 
model plane kit, air gun and 
things like that very much. 
Well. I'm sorry to tell you. Wil- 
lipus Wallipus, Jr., that I'll have 
to class you as a Holder-onto- 
er. That means that I cannot 
even give you a Basic 'A' toy 
ration. That will be all, Good 
day." 

"You mean I don't get any 
toys at all?" whimpered Willi- 
pUs. "I'll tell my daddy to get 
them. He has plenty of money." 
■ "Young man," was the 
answer, "money will not help 
you. This is war time — we must 
all share!" 

As Willipus walked away he 
had a hard time trying not to 
cry but he was still a Holder- - 
onto-er for he was thinking to 
himself: "I won't give away my 
old toys; they're mine and I 
want to hold on to them." 

I felt sorry for him. Not be- 
cause the ration board turned 
him down, but because he was 
so selfish and he didn't seem to 
even know it. I don't believe 
any of you boys and girls would 
be like that — at least I hope you 
wouldn't. 

But to get back to the story . . . 

IS WILLIPUS walked out 
*of the Ration Board Build- 
ing, who should he see but his 
daddy coming down the street 
toward him and boy, oh boy, 
did he look sad and worried. 

' Hello, daddy" said Willipus, 
"were you looking for me?" 

"Yo»," he replied, "how did 
you make out at the Toy Ration 
Board?" 
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"Not . ) £3£rii -ai\ly. The 
man (old in ' 1 was a Holdei- 
ur.io-i-r and he would not even 
£ive me a Hz :ic 'A' ration ear J 
for one toy. ;Jut I told him my 
daddy had ittsney and woulj 
get me toys anvwayj 1 

Of course the last part of 
what' Willipus said was not 
exactly hinting — that is not very 
much— but at least it did not do 
any good for Mr. Wallipus 
looked at Willipus very seri- 
ously and said: 

"Well, son, I have some very 
bad news for you. I do not have 
any money. My business has 
failed and everything is gone." 

"But," said Willipus, "I still 
have all the toys at home! Boy, 
am I glad I held on to them!" 

"Oh, no, you haven't," said 
Mr. Wallipus. "I had to give 
up the home and everything in 
It. even your clothes and toys 
that were stored away. I guess 
it is going to be a pretty sad 
Christmas for us. I can't buy 
any toys or anything," 

Of course you know Willipus 
was not old enough to realize 
what a terrible calamity had 
happened to them all. He had 
never known what it meant to 
be poor and have to do without 
things. His daddy had always 
been a successful and prosper- 
ous man. All Willipus thought 
of was his own things — his toys 
which were all gone now. 

"Gee, daddy!" he said as he 
began to cry. "Can't I have just 
one toy for Christmas?" 

"I'm afraid not," said Mr. 
Wallipus, "unless we may get 
one at the place where they re- 
condition toys for poor and 
needy children." 

"I'll go there, daddy," said 
Willipus. WD see if I can." 

"All right," he replied. 

So Willipus went to the place 
where all the broken or dam- 
aged toys that have been given 
by boys and girls are fixed up 
almost as good as new. 

Willipus was beginning to 
regret now (hat he had not 
given some of his used toys to 
the toy depot — you see, he had 
lost them anyway and now hf 
wanted one so badly so he asked 
the man in charge, 



"PlttJB, could I hav,f a toy 
/or Christina!? I have no toys 
EBtJ -!=ddy is too pco.- to get 

"^7*11, now that's too bad," 
said the man. "I'm sorry, but 
you see we do not have enough 
to go around. It seems that too 
many children who have used 
toys that could be sent in are 
Holder-onto-ers and they want 
to hold on to everything they 
have. Too bad — no more toys!" 

How Willipus did cry! 

"Oh, daddy, mother — no 
toys! Oh, Oh, Oh—" 

Then he woke up at hi* 
mother and daddy came into 
the room. 

"My goodness, Willipus," 
she said, "whatever is the mat* 
ter?" 

"Oh mother and daddy." he 
said, "I had a terrible dream. 
I'm glad I woke up." 

"Is that so?" said Mr. Walli- 
pus. "Well, tell us about it." 

So Willipus told them all 
about his dream and he wound 
up by saying: 

. "You know, mother and dad, 
1 guess I was a Holder-onto-er 
but I won't be any more, I'm 
going to take all the old toys I 
don't use right down to the 
depot tomorrow so they can 
make some boy or girl happy! 
And you know what, daddy?" 

"No. What, son?" said Mr. 
Wallipus, who looked pretty 
happy now. 

"Well," said Willipus, "I 
think I'd like to get War 
Stamps and Bonds for Christ- 
inas. You know why? Well, be- 
cause buying War Stamps and 
Bonds will help Uncle Sam to 
fight for us and besides I'd save 
money and after the war I'll 
have something saved up to buy 
what toys and things I want. 
Don't you think so?" 

His mother and daddy both 
put their arms around him and 
looked very happy as they said: 

"You bet we do, Willipus!" 
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